Dear shadows, now you know it all,
All  the folly of a fight
"With a common wrong or right*
The innocent and the beautiful
Have no enemy but time;
Arise and bid me strike a match
And strike another till  lime catch;
Should   the conflagration  climb,
Run till all the sages know*
"V/e the great gaxebo built,
They convicted us of guilt;
Bid me strike a match and blow*
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NfoR dread nor hope attend
A dying animal;
A man awaits his end
Dreading and hoping all;
Tvlany times he died,
Many times rose again.
A great man in his pride
Confronting murderous men
Casts derision upon
Supersession of breath;
Hie knows death to the bone-
Man has created death*
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